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that is, looking skyward, and observing the wonderful variety of scenery, that
now constantly passes unnoticed among the clouds.

At the head of the lake, we found that there was only a horse-cart to convey
our luggage to the Hotel at Inverarnan, and that we ourselves must walk, the
distance being two miles. It had sprinkled, occasionally, during our voyage, but
was now sunshiny, and not excessively warm; so we set forth contentedly
enough, and had an agreeable walk along [130] an almost perfectly level road;
for it is one of the beauties of these hills, that they descend abruptly down, and
leave off at angle with the vallies [sic] between them, instead of undulating
away forever. There were lofty heights on each side of us, but not so lofty as to
have won a distinctive name; and adown their sides we could see the rocky
pathways of cascades, which, at this season, are either quite dry, or were
trickles of a rill. The hills and vallies [sic], hereabouts, abound in streams,
sparkling through pebbly beds, and forming here and [t]here a dark pool; and
they would be populous with trout, if all England, with one fell purpose, did
not come hither to fish them. A fisherman must find it difficult to gratify his
propensities, in these days; for even the lakes and streams in Norway are now
preserved. Julian, by-the-by, threatens ominously to be a fisherman. He rode the
latter portion of the way to the Hotel on the luggage-cart; and when we arrived,
we found that he had already gone off to catch fish (or to attempt it, for there is
as much chance of his catching a whale as a trout;) in a mountain-stream near
the house. I went in search of him, but without success, and was somewhat
startled at the depth and blackness of some of the pools into which the stream
settled itself and slept. Finally, he came [131] in while we were at dinner. We
afterwards walked out with him to let him play at fishing, and discovered, on
the bank of the stream, a wonderful oak, with as much as a dozen stems,
springing either from close to the ground or within a foot or two of it, and
looking like at least twelve separate trees instead of one.

INVERSNAID, JULY 3d, FRIDAY.

LAST night seemed to close in clear, and even at midnight it was still light
enough to read, but this morning rose on us misty and chill, with spattering
showers of rain. Clouds momentarily settled and shifted on the hill-tops,
shutting us in even more completely than these steep and rugged green walls
would be sure to do, even in the clearest weather. Often, these clouds came
down and enveloped us in a drizzle, or rather a shower of such minute drops
that they had not weight enough to fall. This, I suppose, was a genuine Scotch
mist; and as such, it is well enough to have experienced it, though I would
willingly never see it again. Such being the state of the weather, my wife did
not venture out at all, but wrote courageously, all the morning, and made great
progress with the history of our adventures which she sends constantly by post
to Una. I strolled about the yard, in the intervals of rain-drops [132] gazing up
at the hill-sides, and recognizing that there is a vast variety of shape, of light
and shadow, and incidental circumstance, even in what looks so monotonous at